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Finding Forgiveness 


The light rain hadn't abated all day. Driving through it had been grim. His reason for flying to Colorado and 


hiring a car felt even worse. The rain wasn't so much a prophecy as a confirmation of what was happening. 


Pulling into the parking lot of the remote, sprawling log cabin, Dave took a moment to gather himself. It had, 
without a shadow of a doubt, been one weird fucking year. He'd been diagnosed with, and treated for, cancer. 
Then someone he'd once considered a brother had tripped and fallen. James’ news had broken his heart and 
he'd chosen to process and grieve in private. Some had admonished him for not making any kind of 
announcement about his former bandmate but there had been no time and no place for it. They'd been 
through this together so many times before and, each and every time, James had always been the stronger 


one. 


Grabbing a bag from the back seat, he wandered into the building and took in the perfect silence. They knew he 
was coming; friends, especially those with connections to previous destructive behaviours, normally weren't 
permitted during the recovery phase. Even time with family was limited. But the centre had decided that 
maybe, just maybe, one little link to James’ past would be a good thing, especially as Dave himself had been 


through the recovery process so many times before. 


A young woman in the lobby had him fill in paperwork and issue a visitors badge before leading him deeper into 
the beautiful building. Dave briefly entertained thoughts of relapsing himself in order to come and spend time 
out in the wilderness. He could see snow-capped mountains through the large windows and the interior 
temperature was warm and comfortable. There were gentle, relaxing scents drifting through the air and Dave 
felt.. at peace. After all he'd been through over the previous months, he felt relaxed and calm. 


He wasn't looking so great himself. He'd retained his hair but he looked a little.. grey. He knew that, at some 
point, his colour would begin to return. But, for the moment, he was enjoying knowing that the worst of his 
illness was behind him. He could start looking forward to life again. He hoped that his friend would be feeling 
the same. 


"He's on the veranda," the women softly said. She opened a door and placed a gentle hand in the small of his 
back. Dave gave her a smile before taking a deep breath and walking out: 


The veranda overlooked a vista that temporarily took Dave's breath away. He stood and took it in before taking 
a breath of the clear mountain air. But that wasn't the only thing that caught his eye. 


To his right were two deep wicker chairs and a small table. A glass of water sat on the table and, in the 
furthest chair, sat a figure that Dave wouldn't otherwise have recognised. Their hair was completely silver and 
had grown down to their shoulders. The body that Dave had known for so long had filled out with a paunch 
resting just above their jeans. They were dressed in oversized clothing and a blanket rested across their knees. 


The focus of their attention was their hands rather than the beautiful view before them. 
Dave had trouble containing the heartbreak as he quietly said, "Hey." 


The figure lifted their head and a pair of weary blue eyes looked at him. When a small, pained, smile cracked 
their lips Dave had to do everything in his power to stop himself from crying. 


Walking over, he quietly placed the bag on the floor before slowly lowering himself into the free seat. His own 
body ached and stretched out his leg as he leaned back. 


Dave deliberately kept his voice low so as not to disturb the tranquil area. "How are you doing?" 
James shrugged and turned his eyes to the mountains. "Getting there." 


There was a pause and Dave forced himself to relax. James had always been the quiet one while he'd been the 
mouthy, brash one. Even now, while he itched to talk, he forced himself to remain quiet and give the other 
man space to collect himself and his thoughts. It couldn't be easy to be seen in such a position, sitting in a 
rehab centre in the mountains when the world believed you'd dealt with your problems twenty years 
previously. It had to be hard, harder than Dave could ever imagine, to have been that figure that so many 
looked up to through their own dark times while all the while keeping your own problems quiet. 


"Is good to see you, Dave," James finally said. "How are you doing?" 


Happy that the silence had been broken, Dave leaned back and gave him a smile. "I'm doing good. Getting better 
slowly. But its gonna take time. Just like it's gonna take you time to get well. Don't rush it, Hetfield." 


The other man gave him a wry smile. "You always did have a quick mouth. Nice to see nothing's changed" 
It was Dave's turn to grin. "Why break the habit of a lifetime?" 


"True. True." It was James' turn to sit back and Dave watched him once more fall silent. This time it felt a 


little more comfortable than before. "You know, I'm sorry that | was a piece of shit all those years ago. Things 


shouldn't have ended as they did" 


Dave felt the familiar flare of anger burst through him. The anger that had been there since 1983 and which 
every reporter and interviewer had stoked over the years. He'd been to therapy, he'd spoken directly with 


those involved, and still it sometimes flared up. 


But the circumstances were different and Dave realised that they were at a turning point. Things could change, 
forever, as they sat staring at the mountains. Maybe, just maybe, there had been a reason that this visit had 
been granted. 


"Hey," he softly replied, "I was hardly a saint myself. | did a lot of shit and brought most of that on myself. In 
fact, | was the one that lead you on" Dave sighed and shook his head. "| don't care how fucked up you said you 
were, and yes, we both did some heinous shit, but you.. You were so quiet and unassuming and | feel like | 
influenced you in ways that | shouldn't have. | wanted someone to have fun with you seemed to enjoy tagging 


along and getting messed up in whatever twisted shit | was into." 


"| did," James quietly replied. "And hindsight is fucking amazing because maybe | should have tried to stop 


vai 
"Id have hit you," Dave countered 

"That's very true’ 

The silence that surrounded them was broken only by the gentle patter of the rain on the veranda's roof 


"James, I'm so sorry. So fuckin’ sorry. There's so many things that | regret now. So many things | should have 


done differently." 
"We were kids," the other man gently replied. "We were both from broken families. We were both trying to find 
our place in the world You were a shit, | was a shit. We both enabled one another. It's all in the past, Dave. 


Try not to dwell on it." 


Dave smiled softly and leaned against the arm of his chair. "And here was me coming to give you some moral 


support." 


When James turned to look at him, Dave could see the man he knew twinkling in those blue eyes. The man who 
had a wicked sense of humour. The man who could be as gentle as a lamb or as vicious as a lion The man who 


had once meant everything to him. 
The man who still meant everything to him. 


With the past behind them, they sat and relaxed and riffed back and forth on the old days, the present, and 
the, hopefully bright, future. Their smiles widened and Dave saw the glee that he felt mirrored in his friend's 
face. He could feel the love that they'd shared for those few short years back in the 80s. When James 
reached out and caught his hand, Dave felt himself choke. The look on the other man's face was one of pure 
joy and a return to the young man he'd met nearly forty years previously. 


They were most of the way through a tale about some hi-jinks from LA when the young woman stepped out 
onto the veranda "Mr Mustaine, I'm sorry to interrupt, but it's time." 


He gave her a nod and went to stand, pausing when his hand swept against the bag he'd dropped at his feet. 
They'd been so into what they were talking about that he'd completely forgotten he'd bought it with him. 


Picking it up, he held it out to James. "Here. Bought these for you." 


His friend raised an eyebrow before peering into the rustling supermarket bag. The smile that broke his face 
could have lit up a dark room. Reaching in, he pulled out bags of brightly coloured candy. 


The hug that James gave him as he left filled him with the love that he'd once felt. Dave returned it with 


gusto, his arms tight around the man he considered family. 


As he pulled away, he kept his hands resting on the other man's arms. "I'll be waiting when you get out. If 
that's what you want. Like you said, the pasts behind us. We've both hit rock bottom this year. Let's start 


over?" 


James smiled and nodded. "I'd like that. Really like that. See you in a couple months, okay? And you look after 


yourself, Dave." 


Sitting in the car, Dave took one last look at the picture perfect rehab centre. Life may have dealt them bad 
hands at times and he may have played his badly. He may have been a shit, may have been loudmouthed, may 
be said things he shouldn't have and thrown accusations like Halloween candy. But, as they'd said, life had 
changed and so had they. In the face of adversity it was time for him to step away from his own thoughts 


and opinions and look after those he loved 


